Who is this superhero?
Sarge?
No.
Rosemary, the telephone operator?
No.
Henry, the mild manner janitor?
Could be.
Hong Kong Pooh Wee
Number one super guy.
Hong Kong Pooh Wee
Crickled under human eyes
He's got style, a groovy smile
And a mouth that just won't stop
When the going gets rough, he's super tough
With a Hong Kong Pooh Wee chop
Hong Kong Pooh Wee
Number one super guy
Hong Kong Pooh Wee
Crickled under human eyes
Tick-a-chong, tick-a-chong, tick-a-chocka-tick-a-chong
Tick-a-chong, tick-a-chong, tick-a-chocka-tick-a-chong
Hong Kong Pooh Wee
Pan-rific!
Attention, children, attention!
Public school number four will be closed today.
All our books have been stolen.
Call the police!
Somebody just stole all the books from the poetry club.
And now, to unveil the statue of one of America's most beloved poets,
Barnaby Upshaw.
The Upshaw statue has been stolen.
I have a little hunch that Upshaw's out to lunch.
Why, that can only mean that this is the work of the rotten rhymer,
Henry Wordsworth Shortfellow.
It's the law of averages.
You gotta do something right sometime, but not this time!
Henry!
Sorry, Sergeant, sir. I'll fix it in a jiffy.
Oh, Mr. Commissioner, how nice of you to drop in.
Sergeant Flint at your service, sir.
Sergeant, stop stirring and get stirring.
Here, read this anonymous letter I got.
Blame it on me when there's an unsolved crime,
especially one without reason or rhyme.
Very pretty verse, sir.
It's from the rotten rhymer, Henry Wordsworth Shortfellow.
He's a bad poet who never had anything published,
so he steals everybody else's books and things.
Oh, yes, sir. I remember now.
Fine, that felon. Put him in jail.
I want it done fast, and don't you fail!
Oh, no. That was a very bad rhyme.
Now he's got me doing it.
Hello, hello, police and quarters.
This is Rosemary, that lovely charm bracelet on the arm of the law.
Oh, get off it.
You're sure? Okay, we'll get right on it.
Off it? On it? Which is it?
Speak up, Rosemary.
If you insist.
That was Bentino's bookstore.
They just got a threatening poem from you-know-who.
Who? Who? I know who-who.
The rotten rhymer.
Then what am I waiting for? I'm off to Bentino's bookstore.
What the...
Something tells me that quick-drying plaster is gonna slow the sergeant down
just long enough for Hong Kong for the speed and action.
Sorry, Spot. Didn't know you were cat-napping in here.
Oh, gone it's stuck again.
Yah!
Ha! Ha!
And a ring-a-ding-a-doo to you!
Spot, old faithful police cat,
me and you is gonna look for a book crook.
Here we are at Bentino's, Spot.
Now, just watch me, and maybe you'll learn to be a superhero yourself someday.
Spot, we gotta find this short fella-fella.
Spread out and look for a little man in disguise.
Excuse me, sir, are you a little man in disguise?
No, I'm a ten-year-old girl.
Well, I was close. If you was an older man, you'd be short for your age.
Oh, read the Three Musketeers.
Hold on there, fella.
You can't fool me by posing as one of them musketeer-fellas, Mr. Rotten-Rimer.
Hmm, guess I took the stuff out of that gummy.
Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha!
Hee-hee-ho! And away we go!
Excuse me, sir, have you noticed a suspicious-looking short fella in disguise?
Not in the least. Neither man nor beast.
But there's someone most peculiar who possibly could fool you.
Where? Who is he?
Without too much ado, I'd say the odd one is you.
Oh, Spot, that's not nice, making fun of the big nose on that little fella who likes to read poetry.
Hmm.
How did you do, Rimer?
Mr. Jingle, I say yoinks. I got every poet, yoinks.
It's amazing, Rotten-Rimer.
Now I'm going to be a poet, too.
It's amazing, Rotten-Rimer. Now you look exactly like the famous poet Edgar St. Vincent O'Lay.
And now, Jingle, I have a fiendish plan to capture Hong Kong Fui if I can.
Gosh, it's the famous poet Edgar St. Vincent O'Lay.
In person.
What an honor.
I'll never forget your great poem, Abba Dabba, Rabba Babba, put on a smile, don't be a crabber.
He is one of my gems.
Oh, Sergeant Flint.
What do you want, Penry? What? What? What?
This here is the famous poet, Mr. O'Lay.
Oh, Penry, how could you?
Sergeant, in my house there are many books that have been threatened by some crooks.
Oh, don't worry, Mr. O'Lay. We'll give you police protection.
Give Hong Kong Fui a call. He'd be the best protection of all.
What gives you the idea that I can get in touch with Hong Kong Fui?
Please don't scold me. Let's just say a little birdie told me.
Birdie, eh?
Ain't nobody supposed to know how to get in touch with Hong Kong Fui.
Hope that little bird ain't no blabbermouth.
Now I'll await that crime fighter chap. He'll soon fall into my clever trap.
Yah! Hee! Ha!
And a rinky-dinky-doo to you.
I'm that superhero strong and wise, here to protect you from all bad guys.
Well, step right this way, Mr. Fui, and I'll show you what to do.
Uh, a pre-fui.
Mmm, the fellows be French too-y.
Toodaloo-ee.
Well, Mr. Fui, tell me what's new-y.
That sure was a nice rollercoaster ride.
You don't happen to have a merry-go-round, do you, Mr. O'Lay?
Mr. O'Lay is not that wise.
Now I am Henry Wordsworth Shortfellow, the Rotten Rhymer in disguise.
Watch.
Well, well, so that's what the Rotten Rhymer looks like.
Hot spodkins and gatsooks, I'm off to steal a hundred books.
All the priceless poetry from the library in Washington, D.C.
I'm afraid I can't let you do that.
What foolish words my ears hear you utter.
You can't escape walls greased with butter.
Ha! Ha! Ha!
Come on, Spot, after him.
Do-de-do!
Now we gonna get out of here and keep him from robbing that library in D.C.
Play neat, Froggy.
Spot, I'm sure glad I've thought of that.
Washington, D.C., straight ahead.
Thank you, Bertie.
So here we are, Spot.
Sure are a lot of books.
Too bad I forgot my library card.
Oops.
Why, it's Hong Kong fooey.
Oh, what an honor to be sat upon by the most fabulous crime fighter of them all.
Always happy to oblige.
Sir, I'm here to protect your valuable books from the thieving hands of the rotten rhymer.
Now I know my books are safe.
Sir, you have the run of this place.
Thanks, but I'm kind of tired. I just walked.
Well, there they are, Spot.
The hundred most valuable books in the country.
Oops!
Now you gave me a start there.
Good, then I'll give you enough.
On your mark, run for cover.
Now just a cotton-picking minute. Who might you be?
Well, since soon the world will know it, I'm really rotten rhymer the poet.
What do you look like under that disguise?
As anyone can plainly see, this time it's really me.
Hey, it is you, all right.
Guess you got a twin brother.
Who?
In a ring-a-dink-a-doo.
Now I'm gonna cop you.
That's what you think, you stupid thing.
Now for a little change of pace, I'll steal myself a whole bookcase.
Spot, we just gotta get out of here and go after that rotten rhymer.
Bookworm.
Say, he was a might hungry, wasn't he, Spot?
Hold on there, Mr. Rhymer.
Drop them books.
Go!
Don't like you wandering off like that, Spot.
Might need you sometime.
Now where's Mr. Rotten Rhymer?
You know, Spot, sometimes I move so fast even I can't remember how I did it.
Hello, hello, police headquarters.
This is Rosemary, the female flatfoot talking.
Really? Who? When? Where? How?
Where? How? Why? What?
Come on, come on. Who? When? Where? How? Why and what? What? What?
That was the Red Sea Reds' hotel. They're being flooded.
It's practically an epidemic.
Well, make up your mind. Do they need a plumber or a doctor?
Neither. They're being flooded with a wave of counterfeit bills of epidemic proportions.
They need a cop.
Plumber, doctor, cop. What they really need is...
Jack of all trades, superhero, like you know who.
On your toes, old Spot. We're gonna catch us some counterfeiters.
Doggone it, stuck again.
Ya! Ha! Ha! Hoo! And a ringy-dinky-doo to you.
Now to see if my Hong Kong book of kung fu has a good way to catch crooks who make bad money.
This should be a doozy.
The rambling rep from Kung Fu Tech.
If you really want to learn kung fu, you better be a little more careful.
This should be a doozy. The rambling rep from Kung Fu Tech. If you really want to learn something, Spot, watch this.
Now the really big element is surprise.
Rally up!
Just like I told you, Spot, the big element is surprise.
Oh, yeah.
My super keen mind tells me the counterfeiter has to be a fellow with a printing press.
So we'll just tithe along and...
My super keen mind also tells me I forgot the foley mobile.
Hey, look at this, Spot. Sam Smirbox printer.
We copy anything. We're gonna drop in on Mr. Smirbox to see if one of them anythings he copies is money.
It's Hong Kong Foley, master crime fighter and greatest hero of them all.
Well, that's putting it mildly. But true, all true.
Say, what you printing on that old press? Counterfeit money?
Of course not. I'm just an honest little printer who only prints greeting cards.
I'll have to see about that.
Yah!
Oh, that's very nice. Happy birthday, Mother.
Gosh, Mr. Foley, can I make some copies of you with a Hong Kong Foley greeting card?
I could become a millionaire.
Henry, are you sure you picked the spot where we won't be bothered by ants?
Yep, we're in the clear. I know ant country when I see it.
Wow, there goes our picnic.
Maybe Spot recaptured our lunch from the ants. Come on.
I don't like to make snap judgements, but I'd say that's a cave.
Oh, let's explore it, Henry. Maybe we'll find a buried treasure or something.
Henry, we found the counterfeiters.
Wrong. The counterfeiters have just found you.
Now that you've discovered our hideout, you're going to stay here until we find a new one.
That's what you think. We're from the police department. You can't do this to us.
Goes Mary, maybe they can do this to us.
If only my heartthrob Hong Kong Foley knew where we were, he'd get us out of here.
Yeah, I reckon he's the only one who could save us.
You let us out of here, you bullies.
Yah!
Hong Kong Foley, it's really you.
Yep, your friendly neighborhood superhero.
But how did you ever find us?
Well, I said to myself, where would that beautiful Rosemary go? And that's where I went.
Come on, we're going to get out of here and capture them crooks.
But Henry's somewhere in this cave. I couldn't leave without him.
Come to think of it, I couldn't either. So I'll go look for him. Good job.
Oh, hi, you Rosemary.
Henry, you'd never believe it. Hong Kong Foley was just here.
He went looking for you and he's going to save us.
Here's your lunch. And you better like it, because Mr. Big himself cooked it.
Thank you.
Wow, look at that. French fries on our Waldorf and glazed hot dogs, Robinoff.
Henry, this could be a clue.
I thought you said it was a hot dog.
I mean, a clue that points to the master counterfeiter. He cooked up this fancy meal.
So?
So the counterfeit money was first found at the Ritzy Ritz Hotel.
So?
So maybe the counterfeiter is one of the cooks at the hotel.
Look, a way out.
Nice going, Spot. Come on, let's see what that tunnel leads to.
We're out.
Spot, you're a wonderful police cat. You found a way for us to escape.
You're the kitty with the real nitty-gritty.
Gosh, I wish Hong Kong Foley would show up so I could tell him about my clue.
Beepers, leapers, a second ago I was talking to Henry and now you're here.
Oh, yes, Mr. Foley, I have an important clue. I think...
That maybe this counterfeiter could be one of them cooks at the Ritzy Ritz Hotel.
You must be able to read minds.
Welcome to the Ritzy Ritz Hotel, Hong Kong Foley.
Wow, it's him. Hey, look, son, it's our hero.
I thank you.
Oops. Sorry there.
Oh, it's an honor to have been bowled over by the most illustrious crime fighter of all time.
It's the least I could have done.
Nothing is as good as my spaghetti unless it is my counterfeit money.
Behold my latest creation.
A two-and-a-half dollar bill, but there is no such thing.
With inflation what it is, who will know the difference?
I will. Of course you're red-handed, you counterfeit crooks.
Oh, we're not counterfeit crooks.
No, we are genuine crooks.
But you'll never capture us.
Oh, no?
Rinky-dinky-doo, I'm coming after you.
I wonder where they went.
Here we are.
I bet he thought I'd plow right into that swinging door.
He's better the other way around.
Even our superheroes have our bad days.
Well, that takes care of that Hong Kong fooey.
Now we will move our counterfeit presses from the cave and find another hiding place.
And continue making funny money.
Right.
Wrong.
You again.
No.
Okay, you crooked cooks, surrender or else.
Or else what?
There would be a tough question if I didn't have my Hong Kong book of kung fu with me.
Here we are.
How to deal with chefs who are counterfeiters.
Give them the old hash dash with the pretzel bombs.
Never heard of it.
So now, ha, ho, he, ya!
Well, looky here.
I captured them and didn't even know it.
Sometimes it's mind boggling what a superhero can do.
I'm sorry.
Wasn't Hong Kong fooey just super duper delicious the way he captured those counterfeiters?
He's unbelievable, Rosemary.
Well, Penry, did you finally finish your plastering?
Yep.
Good.
Now let's stand here and watch it fall down.
It's gotta happen soon.
It's not gonna fall, Sergeant.
I'll show you how strong it is.
See?
Oh, oh.
Penry!
Well, I guess we got the first open-air police station in the city.
